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The  Battle  of  Teutoborg  Wood 

Howard  W.  Gleason  ’13 

Three  long  days  ’neath  the  leaden  sky, 

To  the  grating  clank  of  the  greaves, 

The  crackle  of  rain-soaked  underbrush. 

Feet  thumping  the  sodden  leaves; 

Three  long  days,  with  never  a smile, 

A jest  nor  a word  of  cheer 
In  the  trackless  depths  of  the  Teutoborg  Wood, 
Outflanked  by  the  conqueror,  Fear. 

Three  long  days  with  the  rain  adrip 
From  galea,  breastplates,  shields. 

With  fingers  numb  and  trumpets  dumb 
’Neath  the  lash  that  Terror  wields; 

Three  long  days,  with  the  baggage  train 
To  hamper  and  hold  us  back; 

Small  the  wonder  the  troopers  fled 
In  a panicked,  shivering  pack. 

Three  long  days  in  the  drenching  rain, 

In  weariness,  cold  and  fear, 

.A.nd  then  a yell  like  the  voice  of  Hell: 

“The  Teutons  are  on  our  rear!” 

The  gurgling  bray  of  rain-filled  horns; 

The  crashing  of  smitten  trees; 

Cries,  lashings,  shouts,  the  whistle  of  shafts, 
Like  winds  from  the  haunted  seas. 

The  roars  of  warriors  kin  to  beasts. 

Vast,  hairy,  who  hewed  and  thrust 
Through  leather  and  steel,  nor  seemed  to  feel 
Our  blades  in  their  fighting  lust; 

A shrinking  square  in  the  forest  there, 

Bloody  and  spent  and  grim. 

With  nicked  swords  beating  a dread  refrain 
To  the  Great  Wolf’s  dying-hymn, 

A final  rush  of  the  shaggy  hordes 
With  war- mallet,  knife  and  axe; 

Shrill  cries  of  pain — and  a heap  of  slain, 

Backs  braced  to  lifeless  backs. 

Then  wail  ye  widows,  and  rend  your  hair — • 
Proud  Varus  is  dead — ye  may — 

For  the  legions  lost  in  Teutoborg  Wood, 
Martyrs  for  Rome  today! 
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And  There  Was  Light 


“I  am  going  to  do  it.” 

To  the  ordinary  individual,  these  words  would  mean  practically  nothing.  He 
has  heard  them  many  times  and  usually  has  repeated  them  at  various  times  when 
they  meant  little  or  nothing. 

But  to  Creigh  these  words  were  full  of  meaning.  Lon  (Creigh)  Creighton  had 
been  an  influential  banker.  After  amassing  a fortune  in  his  business,  he  had  retired 
and  moved  to  San  Francisco  where  he  could  enjoy  the  peaceful  waters  of  the  Pacific 
and  yet  have  some  thrill  in  keeping  track  of  the  world’s  affairs.  He  had  married 
when  twenty-eight  years  of  age  and  had  “made”  himself  in  such  a short  time  that  he 
was  but  forty-five  when  he  retired. 

Two  years  later  it  was  found  that  he  had  leprosy.  The  shock  of  the  discovery 
made  him  a wreck  mentally,  and  leaving  his  wife  and  his  sixteen  year  old  son,  he 
was  taken  to  a lepers’  colony  on  a little  island  in  the  Pacific. 

Under  the  best  of  care  from  his  fellow  unfortunates,  he  slowly  regained  his  men- 
tal ability  and  three  years  later  he  became  the  unofficial  king  of  the  island.  Through 
his  wisdom  the  colony  supplanted  their  poor  facilities  with  every  convenience  of 
civilization  which  could  be  furnished  with  their  limited  resources. 

Today  Creigh  sat  on  a high  cliff  overhanging  the  sea.  He  had  finished  his  cus- 
tomary task  of  helping  the  people  prepare  themselves  for  storing  away  the  food  which 
was  to  arrive  within  a day  or  two.  The  government  ship  which  supplied  them  three 
times  a year  was  expected  at  any  time,  and  his  people  were  ready  to  store  the  food 
away  sc  that  it  would  keep  fresh  and  last  until  the  next  provisioning. 

As  Creigh  looked  out  across  the  water,  he  could  see  in  his  mind  his  beautiful 
home  in  San  Francisco.  There  was  his  wife,  sitting  on  the  spacious  veranda,  knit- 
ting some  small  article,  while  waiting  for  him  to  return  from  his  trip  with  Junior. 
Junior,  he  could  see  him  now,  trying  to  catch  a bigger  fish  than  his  father  could, 
imitating  his  every  move.  His  pal!  His  boy!  Oh,  how  his  heart  ached  when  he 
thought  of  them. 

Just  then  his  eye  caught  sight  of  a ship  headed  for  the  island.  His  mind  was 
working  swiftly.  Yes!  Yes!  He  was  going  to  have  one  more  good  time.  He  was 
going  back.  He  imagined  himself  taking  his  wife  and  Junior  in  his  arms.  Forgotten 
was  his  leprosy,  he  did  not  think  of  nor  care  what  terrible  consequences  would  come 
from  his  desire. 

‘T  am  going  to  do  it.” 

Over  and  over  he  said  it.  He  would  swim  to  the  food  ship,  conceal  himself  on 
board  and  go  back,  back  to  the  place  where  his  conscience  forbade  him  to  go,  back  to 
where  his  now  half-crazed  mind  commanded  him  to  go. 
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“I  am  going  to  do  it.” 

The  food  ship  came  into  port  and  anchored.  Creigh  sat  on  the  cliff  awaiting 
bis  chance.  Suddenly  he  dozed  off  into  a troubled  sleep. 

He  sat  up  and  leaned  towards  the  door,  his  face  strained,  trying  to  catch  every 
word.  He  heard  the  doctor  say  to  his  wife,  ‘T’m  afraid  he  is  gone.  Be  brave,  I 
can  give  you  no  hope.  Tuberculosis  has  demanded  another  victim.” 

A pause, — then:  ‘‘Be  sure  you  don’t  allow  him  to  cough  into  your  face,  for  ii 
you  do,  there  is  grave  danger  that  you  will  contract  it  as  well.  And,  by  the  way,  1 
shouldn’t  allow  him  even  to  see  Junior.  He  might  try  to  embrace  him  and  that 
would  probably  prove  fatal  to  the  boy.” 

The  door  opened  and  his  wife,  trying  to  appear  calm,  entered. 

‘‘What  did  the  doctor  say?”  he  gasped,  as  if  breathless. 

‘‘He  said  that  you  are  improving,”  she  lied,  bravely. 

‘‘I  heard  him  say  that  there  was  no  hope,”  he  answered,  now  quite  composed. 
‘‘I’m  going  to  die,  but  I’m  not  afraid.  Call  Junior  and  let  him  see  his  father  for  the 
last  time.  I feel  myself  going.” 

‘‘No!  No!  Creigh,  you’re  all  right,”  she  cried,  battling  the  tears  which  were 
welling  from  her  eyes.  Junior  is  playing  now.  I’ll  call  him  later.” 

A mad  desire  for  his  son  filled  his  heart.  Forgetting  himself,  he  jumped  from 
the  bed,  and  brushing  to  one  side  the  grief-stricken  and  screaming  wife,  he  ran  from 
the  room  in  search  of  Junior.  There  he  was,  out  in  the  yard  waiting  patiently  until 
his  mother  should  call  him  and  tell  him  what  the  doctor  had  said  about  his  father. 
He  was  a man  now,  determined  to  take  his  father’s  place;  but  childish  tears  filled 
his  eyes  when  he  thought  of  his  father  leaving  his  mother  and  himself  for  the  world 
beyond. 

Suddenly  he  sees  his  father  rushing  towards  him.  Now  his  father  is  taking  him 
in  his  arms  and  crushing  him  in  the  hug  of  one  who  knows  nothing  but  a burning  de- 
sire to  satisfy  his  love  before  he  leaves  the  realm  of  the  living.  And  then, — he  im- 
printed a long  kiss  on  the  lips  of  the  boy. 

As  he  lifted  his  mouth  from  the  boy’s  he  heard  someone  scream,  ‘‘Oh  heavens! 
His  kiss  has  killed  his  son!” 

He  raised  his  head  just  as  the  doctor’s  words  came  to  him.  ‘‘Tuberculosis  has 
demanded  another  victim.” 

‘‘I  have  killed  my  son!” 

The  man’s  scream  echoed  and  re-echoed  over  the  water.  He  looked  around. 
What  was  this?  He  was  on  the  leper’s  island. 

‘‘Thank  God!”  he  muttered. 

He  looked  at  his  skin.  He  shuddered  at  the  horrible  sight.  The  thought  came 
to  him:  ‘‘If  I go  back,  I shall  not  kill  people,  but  I shall  make  them  suffer  a death 
far  worse  than  death  itself,  a thing  I have  suffered  and  shall  suffer  for  many  3'ears, 
a living  death.” 

He  did  not  go  back.  The  Almighty  had  shown  another  man  the  Light. 

FINIS 


— Ralph  B.  Rogers  26 


1.  a t i n School  Register  .5 

You  Never  Can  Tell 

Jacob  Moskovitz  ’26 

for  a while  the  dozen  or  so  ball  players  seated  in  the  bus  had  talked  anything 
but  baseball.  Their  keen-eyed  coach  had  been  guarding  against  it,  hoping  that  the 
lads  might  enter  the  most  important  contest  of  the  season  under  the  least  possible 
mental  strain,  and  free  from  anxiety. 

But  now,  gradually,  the  conversation  began  to  trangress  on  forbidden  ground. 
Batting  averages,  players,  pitching,  good  and  bad, — all  came  under  discussion  and 
then,  finally,  the  game  itself. 

A tall,  thin,  wiry  youth,  evidently  anxious  to  get  something  off  his  mind,  swung 
his  arm  a few  times  and  spoke: 

“Dave!  Are  you  sure  these  Pemberton  fellows  aren’t  entirely  what  they’re 
said  to  be?’’ 

The  husky  fellow  at  his  side,  quite  naturally  the  catcher,  turned  and  grinned. 

“Well,  I was  telling  Palmer  here,’’  and  he  pulled  the  ear  of  the  youth  in  front 
of  him,  “that  this  was  going  to  be  an  easy  day  for  you.  That  slow  ball  of  yours 
will  just  get  them  nerved  up.’’ 

Palmer  looked  around  and  grinned.  “And  don’t  forget,  Polly’’  he  remarked, 
“that  the  rest  of  the  team  is  back  of  you  to  the  last.  Dave’s  errors  alone  can't 
lose  the  game.” 

Polly  smiled,  a trifle  reassured. 

A few  seats  further  down  Marshall,  captain  of  the  Dalton  nine,  was  discussing 
matters  with  a few  teammates. 

“No,”  he  was  saying,  “Palmer  can’t  be  replaced  at  first.  That  arm  of  his  could 
certainly  help  things  along  if  he  could  be  shifted  to  the  field;  but  we’ll  only  have  to 
rely  a little  more  on  Polly.” 

The  boys  nodded,  and  commenting  cheerfully  on  one  thing  or  another  seemed 
to  forget  that  the  strong  Pemberton  club  had  already  been  selected  as  the  winner  of 
the  coming  struggle.  At  any  rate  both  were  ready  to  give  each  other  a hard  battle. 

It  was  the  last  of  the  ninth,  and  with  Dalton,  miraculously  enough,  holding  a 
one-run  lead. 

Polly  had  pitched  a careful  game.  In  the  pinches  he  pitched  in  big  league  style, 
and  with  the  staunch  support  of  his  teammates,  had  emerged  safely. 

The  game  was  full  of  brilliance  which  did  credit  to  the  intense  rivalry  of  the 
two  teams,  and  the  hearty  cheering  of  the  Pemberton  supporters  was  an  incentive 
to  their  own  team,  a goad  to  the  Dalton  lads. 

Now,  with  one  out,  the  Pemberton  man  on  third  was  waiting  for  a chance  to 
come  home  with  the  tying  run.  It  seemed  as  though  nothing  could  prevent  his 
doing  so. 

Polly  looked  towards  third  base,  and  pitched.  There  was  a crack,  and  almost 
as  an  elastic  band  snaps  back,  the  ball,  driven  with  all  the  batter’s  strength, 
returned  and  glanced  off  the  pitcher’s  arm. 

Marshall  ran  in,  and,  holding  the  man  at  third,  threw  the  batter  out  at  first. 

But  the  damage  had  been  done.  Soon  Polly’s  arm  would  begin  to  stiffen,  and 
unless  the  next  batsman  could  be  retired  in  some  manner  or  other,  the  game  was  gone. 
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“The  next  batsman’’  was  striding  leisurely  to  the  plate,  encouraged  by  the 
shouts  of  an  enthusiastic  crowd  and  by  the  consciousness  of  his  own  importance. 
Dave  sighed,  realizing  that  the  crucial  moment  was  at  hand. 

The  first  ball  pitched  was  a strike.  But  bedlam  broke  loose  in  the  stands  when 
the  batter  met  the  next  with  a vicious  swing  and  hit  the  ball  between  first  and  second 
base.  All  seemed  lost.  Palmer,  the  right  fielder,  darted  out  like  a flash,  and  making 
a desperate  effort  to  catch  the  ball  succeeded  in  stopping  it  only  a few  yards  within 
the  foul  line.  He  recovered  it  instantly,  arid  although  knowing  it  was  too  late, 
threw  the  ball  to  Polly  at  first  with  all  the  power  of  an  arm  famous  throughout  the 
country  for  its  throws.  But  Polly,  dazed,  let  it  go  by.  On,  on  it  sped,  making  a per- 
fect bound  into  Dave’s  hands  at  the  plate. 

The  runner,  loitering  down  from  third  felt  something  hard  dug  into  his  ribs,  and 
simultaneously  the  umpire  jerked  his  thumb  backward. 

The  Jewel  of  Jade 

Joseph!..  Me Namara 

I will  try  to  tell  you  Sanderson’s  astonishing  story  just  as  he  told  it  to  me. 
While  in  his  room  one  evening,  he  suddenly  asked  me  if  I had  ever  seen  the  Snake 
Carving.  Receiving  a negative  answer,  he  rose  and  began  to  rummage  in  an  old 
trunk,  explaining  at  the  same  time,  that  he  had  received  it  from  an  explorer  who  had 
stolen  it  from  a temple  in  India.  Then  he  placed  a small  object  covered  with  silk 
on  the  table  before  me.  With  the  fondness  of  a mother  he  gently  removed  the  silken 
wrappings.  At  first  all  I saw  was  a cool  green  light  reminding  me  of  the  sea  on  a 
summer  day.  Around  the  edges  of  this  green  light  ran  shimmers  of  scarlet  and  gold. 
.A.t  its  base,  a disk  of  topaz  rimmed  with  red  fire  shot  up  dusky  yellow  flames.  After- 
wards I discovered  that  the  green  light  was  a round  polished  stone.  The  shimmers 
became  snakes.  There  were  nine  of  them, — and  they  were  alive.  They  seemed  to 
be  twining  themselves  into  the  most  fantastic  shapes  imaginable.  It  took  my  bregth 
away. 

But  to  get  on  with  Sanderson’s  story:  He  said,  “One  evening,  I was  closely 
'e.Yamining  the  Snake  Carving.  Suddenly  the  snakes  seemed  to  move!  They  were 
moving!  They  were  crawling  round  and  round  the  carving.  They  moved  faster 
and  faster,  until  they  were  nothing  but  a halo  of  green  and  crimson  flashes.  As  they 
spun,  the  carving  itself  grew  misty  until  it  was  nothing  but  a green  haze.  A green 
cloud  of  mist  seemed  to  spread  itself  around  me,  I felt  myself  falling,  falling 

“When  my  consciousness  returned  I stood  in  a cleft  between  two  great  rocks. 
Behind  me  was  a green  mistiness.  Through  the  cleft,  I saw  an  enormous  peak  jut- 
ting up  like  a pyramid  into  a green  sky;  beyond  the  cleft,  I encountered  strange, 
immense  trees  whose  branches  were  like  feathery  plumes.  An  unearthly  wind 
sighed  through  the  plumed  branches.  For  days  I wandered  through  great,  damp 
forests.  Huge  ferns  and  strange  growths  choked  my  path.  Birds  of  brilliant  plum- 
age flitted  from  tree  to  tree  in  utter  silence.  Animals  of  nightmare  aspect  slid  past 
without  so  much  as  a glance  at  me.  One  day  I struck  a clearing.  On  this  open 
space 'was  a temple.  I cannot  do  justice  to  what  I saw.  There  they  stood,  row 
upon  row  of  mighty  pillars,  some  of  them  sculptured  from  base  to  capital.  Over  all 
was  a dead  silence,  a sense  of  utter  loneliness.  The  splendor  and  pomp  of  some  for- 
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mer  civilization  was  being  swallowed  up  by  that  green  monster — Time.  Approach- 
ing the  gloomy  portal  of  the  temple  a vague  depression  seemed  to  weigh  me  down. 
Inside  was  darkness  dimly  lighted  by  a huge  fountain  of  fire  that  seemed  to  issue  from 
the  bowels  of  the  earth. 

“The  flames  flung  their  lurid  light  upon  the  monstrous  figure  of  an  idol  whose 
maligjiant  eyes  stared  with  unutterable  hate.  Slowly  and  with  fast  beating  heart,  1 
approached  the  foot  of  the  idol.  Strange  shapes  flitted  about  in  the  dark  recesses 
of  the  temple  walls.  Held  in  the  massive  hands  of  the  idol  was  a wonderful  jewel 
the  like  of  which  I had  never  seen  before.  It  seemed  to  exercise  some  strange  power 
over  me,  drawing  me  closer  and  closer.  While  I was  standing  before  it,  invisible 
hands  seemed  to  press  me  down  until  I was  gazing  into  the  very  heart  of  the  jewel. 
Staring  into  it,  I saw  sights  that  were  not  intended  for  any  man — sights — mon- 
strous— sickening — inhuman!  It  was  a glimpse  of  regions  of  horror! 

“Scene  followed  scene  with  astonishing  rapidity;  then,  a blackness  came  over  the 
jewel.  Slowly  as  this  began  to  dissolve — the  lisage  of  II  appearedl — Even  in  my 
dreams  that  diabolical  countenance  returns  to  convert  my  sleeping  hours  into  a ver- 
itable inferno — Fiery  pinpoints  deep  in  the  sunken  eye  sockets  burned  into  my 
verv  soul.  Protruding  yellow  teeth  rotting  in  their  gums  and — 

“Green  flames  began  to  rise  from  the  jewel;  gradually  the  loathsome  face  was 
obscured;  I felt  my  head  throbbing;  everywhere  was  a green  haze.  I felt  myself 
slipping  slowly  into  a dark  bottomless  abyss — ” 

That  is  all  Sanderson  ever  told  me.  Perhaps  that  explains  his  prematurely 
white  hair  and  his  gaunt  and  wasted  form. 
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THE  BAND 

The  first  meeting  of  the  Band  was 
held  Friday,  September  18.  However, 
responses  were  not  very  fruitful  and  only 
a few  boys  appeared.  Our  director, 
Mr.  Wagner,  said  that  instruments 
might  be  hired  for  two  dollars  (82.00) 
a year,  just  as  was  the  case  last  year. 
Expert  instructors  will  be  on  hand  to 
give  lessons  to  the  inexperienced.  The 
charge  for  this  help  will  be  much  lower 
than  the  usual  cost  of  instruction,  the 
idea  being  to  teach  the  boys  at  cost. 
No  saxophones  can  be  hired  this  year, 
but  they  may  be  secured  at  a large 
discount  by  buying  through  this  school. 
Mr.  Wagner  brought  out  the  fact  clear- 
ly that  good  care  must  be  taken  of  any 
hired  instrument.  At  this  date  it  seems 
as  if  25  boys  will  compose  the  band. 
However,  Mr.  Wagner  would  be  glad 
to  have  other  musically  inclined  fellows 
try  out  for  places.  Rehearsals  will  take 
place  every  Monday  and  Friday,  start- 
ing at  2.05  P.  M. 

THE  DRAMATIC  CLUB 

On  IMoriday,  September  21,  the  Dram- 
atic Club  was  called  out.  Mr.  Russo, 
who  will  again  coach  the  club,  after 
having  successfully  coached  it  for  tw’o 
years,  spoke  of  the  splendid  presenta- 
tions of  last  year,  and  said  that  this 
year’s  club  would  endeavor  to  duplicate 
the  calibre  of  last  year’s  show. 

Trials  were  held  Tuesday  in  Mr. 
O’Hayre’s  room,  and  the  new  candidates 
showed  much  needed  talent.  Last 
year’s  graduation  took  awa}'  the  majori- 
ty of  the  club,  leaving,  however,  as  a 
nucleus,  Crona,  Rosenberg,  Kauroyen, 
Rubin,  and  Rogers. 

At  a special  meeting,  the  following 
officers  were  elected: 


Vic  Crona — President 

A1  Rosenberg — Vice-President 

A1  Kouroyen-  Secretary 

On  Thursdav,  the  resclts  of  the  trials 
were  made  known.  .\1  Rosenberg  will 
have  the  main  lead  as  George  Washing- 
ton Cross  in  ‘‘Nothing  But  Lies,”  a 
farce  in  three  acts,  by  Aaron  Hoffman, 
the  play  selected  for  presentation.  G. 
W.  Cross  is  a business  man  who  is  con- 
tinually lying,  and  thus  forcing  many 
peculiar  circumstances  to  arise.  Vic 
Crona,  our  lady  par  excellence,  will 
play  the  feminine  lead,  opposite  Rosen- 
berg, as  Ann  Nigh,  daughter  of  Mr.  Nigh, 
partner  of  G.  W Cross  which  oart  will 
be  played  by  Gilmartin.  Joe  Chamber- 
lain,  a newcomer  but  one  of  exceptional 
talent,  will  have  the  role  of  Mr.  Pettin- 
gill,  the  lawyer.  iManuel  will  appear 
as  Lorna,  the  stenographer.  Favreau 
will  play  the  third  and  last  feminine 
character,  Molly  Connor,  who  is  in 
love  with  Fred  Thomas,  which  part 
Burnham  will  take.  Kozoday  will  play 
Mike,  a piano  mover,  and  Kruger  will 
be  his  assistant,  Bill.  The  second  male 
lead  goes  to  Roberts,  who  will  appear 
as  Allan  Nigh.  Bryan,  a fake  postal 
inspector,  is  to  be  Isenberg,  who  will 
run  things  pretty  much  his  own  way  un- 
til the  real  inspector  exposes  him.  The 
real  Bryan  will  be  Norman.  Walsh  will 
disport  himself  as  the  austere  Senator 
Connor. 

Everything  points  to  a successful 
season  again  this  year.  The  date  of 
the  presentation  of  the  play  has  not  been 
announced  but  it  will  be  given  some  time 
in  Decemiber.  Meanwhile,  the  co-oper- 
ation of  the  whole  school  is  asked  and 
the  club  will  do  the  rest.  Carry  on  the 
work  of  last  year’s  club,  you  present 
club  members,  and  success  will  be  in- 
evitable. 
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This  year  school  started  much  later  than  in  previous  years,  the  actual  date 
being  Tuesday,  September  15.  The  enrollment  reached  a total  of  1427,  which  was 
slightly  more  than  last  year.  ^lany  new'  boys  have  been  seen  wandering  about  the 
corridors  in  the  past  few  w'eeks;  we  hope  they  will  do  as  well  in  the  next  few  years  as 
their  predecessors  have  done  in  the  past.  Their  size  leads  us  to  believe  that  the 
interval  betw'een  periods  will  soon  be  lengthened  to  enable  them  to  get  to  their  pe- 
riods on  time. 

***** 

The  1925  regulations  in  military  drill  require  new  gilt  buttons  and  insignia  to  be 
placed  on  the  old  uniforms.  Xew'  uniforms  now'  conform  to  the  regulations,  and 
the  dealers  supply  the  gilt  buttons  and  badges  on  new  uniforms  without  any  extra 
charge.  Please  patronize  our  advertisers  when  buying  your  uniforms. 

This  year  we  shall  endeavor  to  make  the  School  Notes  page  a very  important 
part  of  the  Register.  To  do  so,  every  fellow  in  school  should  make  it  his  business  to 
bring  undergraduate  or  alumni  news  to  the  Sanctum,  (near  Room  118.)  We  want 
new's!  Everyone  must  help  the  editors  out!  Let’s  go! 

For  several  w'eeks  during  the  baseball  season  the  Boston  “Post”  has  conducted 
its  second  annual  “Babe  Ruth  Contest.”  The  rules  provide  that  the  person  who 
comes  nearest  to  duplicating  Babe  Ruth’s  .‘\11-American  baseball  team,  gets  a free 
trip  to  all  the  World  Series  games  at  the  “Post’s”  expense.  Two  boys  won  the  con- 
test this  year,  one  of  whom  was  John  Abraham  Saba  of  Class  II.  The  student  body 
of  Latin  School  rejoices  with  him  and  hopes  he  has  an  enjoyable  trip  during  the  early 
days  of  October. 

:4:  Jf:  ^ 

The  Register  w’elcomes  back  all  the  old  masters  of  the  School,  and — spokesman 
for  the  Student  Body — also  greets  the  new  teachers,  Mr.  T.  (Tommy)  Campbell, 
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Mr.  Gemuel,  Mr.  Danahy,  Mr.  F.  Cleary,  Mr.  Ford,  Mr.  Holland,  Mr.  Reycroft, 
and  Mr.  Goodale,  and  wishes  them  a pleasant  and  enjoyable  journey  through  the 
wilderness  of  ignorance  to  which  they  will  attempt  to  bring  the  light  of  their  erudite 
presences. 

The  Class  of  ’26,  mighty,  yet  giddy  Seniors,  were  cast  by  a revolution  in  their 
programs  into  a confusion  that  lasted  for  almost  a week.  Non-plussed,  perplexed, 
seeking  a haven  from  the  storms  of  their  doubt,  they  wandered  about  the  corridors 
already  filled  with  members  of  the  lower  classes  whose  courses  had  been  affected  by 
the  change.  The  routine  of  Class  I had  been  assailed,  carried  by  storm  and  finally 
burned  on  the  pyre  of  Confusion.  Seniors  were  distinctly  at  a loss,  and  all  this  be- 
cause there  were  too  many  fellows  desirous  of  this  austere  position  of  Senior.  The 
four  Class  I rooms  were  filled  to  overflowing;  fellows  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  in- 
structor’s platform  balanced  themselves  by  precarious  means.  At  this  critical  pe- 
riod in  the  early  senior  history  of  the  Class  of  ’26,  there  came  the  order  to  transfer; 
a new  division  of  the  Senior  Class  was  being  formed.  Irregular  programs  abounded 
— a thing  unheard  of  in  Latin  School.  It  seemed  that  uncertainty  was  to  reign  for 
some  time. 

Then  someone  recalled  that  “Order  is  Heaven’s  first  law,’’  and  miraculously 
enough,  mainly  through  the  Herculean  efforts  of  Mr.  Benson  and  Mr.  Pierce,  masters 
in  charge  of  transfers  and  programs,  the  Senior  class  became  arranged,  and — Con- 
fusion was  no  more. 

The  winner  of  last  year’s  Story  Prize  was  Jacob  Moskowitz,  at  that  time  a 
member  of  Class  II,  whose  winning  story,  ‘ The  Kite  Vault,’’  appeared  in  the  April, 
1925  issue  of  the  Register  He  is  now  an  associate  editor  on  the  Staff.  We  hope 
that  his  future  stories  will  be  enjoyed  by  the  Student  Body  as  much  as  were  his  for- 
mer efforts. 

We  welcome  back  John  “Bogus’’  Wilson,  who  returns  to  Latin  School  after  a 
long  illness  last  year.  “Bogus”  was  one  of  the  stars  of  last  year’s  football  team. 

Embryo  novelists  and  artists,  attention!  As  in  other  years,  the  Register  seeks 
contributions.  Send  in  stories,  cartoons,  and  other  newsy  data.  There  will 
be  Story  and  Cartoon  Prizes  again  this  year  and  we  are  hoping  for  keen  competition. 
Remember,  write  plainly  in  ink,  on  one  side  df  the  paper  only.  Cartoons  should  be 
drawn  in  ink  on  some  sort  of  good  white  paper.  Make  them  from  two  to  four  times 
the  size  they  will  appear  in  the  Register.  Hand  in  all  contributions  at  the  Sanctum, 
on  the  first  floor  near  Room  118. 

Nathaniel  Young,  head  of  the  Physical  Training  department  of  the  City  of 
Boston,  has  just  announced  to  the  public  his  intention  of  making  Fred  J.  O’Brien  the 
associate'^^director  of  the  department  of  pnysical  training.  The  undergraduates  and 
alumni  of  the  school  will  please  note  that  this  notice  is  in  the  School  Notes  column. 
The  Register — representative  of  the  Student  Body — feels  Fred  O’Brien  so  near 
and  dear  to  the  school  that  it  neither  regards  him  as  a graduate  or  as  a mere  coach, 
but  as  one  of  us.  From  1912  to  1923  Mr.  O’Brien  taught  the  Latin  School  football 
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squads  the  rudiments  of  football,  so  well  that  they  easily  became  varsity  material 
in  college.  Our  present  coach,  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  has  endeavored  to  keep  Latin  School 
football  up  to  Mr.  O’Brien’s  high  standard  and,  judging  by  results,  he  has  succeeded. 
But  to  come  back  to  Mr.  O’Brien’s  position:  He  is  to  be  the  supervisor  of  athletics 
in  ttie  various  high  schools  of  Boston  and  has  as  his  assistant,  Mr.  James  Crowley, 
whom  some  of  the  oldtimers  remember  so  well.  We  wish  Mr.  O’Brien  all  success, 
and  feel  sure  that  under  his  guidance  the  Boston  high  schools  will  reach  a new  pin- 
nacle in  athletics. 


Alumni  Notes 

NOTE:  The  majority  of  the  Alumni  Notes  are  due  to  the  courtesy  of  Mr. 
Jones,  who  as  in  former  years  practically  makes  this  department  what  it  is. 

Arthur  Woods,  ’88,  was  chosen  one  of  the  Five  Overseers  of  Harvard  College 
for  the  term  ending  1931. 

We  regret  to  announce  the  death  of  Robert  Emmet  Tracy, ’02.  He  was  gradu- 
ated from  Harvard  College  in  1911.  His  whole  life  had  been  devoted  to  social  and 
civic  work.  His  first  experience  was  with  the  M.  S.  P.  C.  C.,  and  he  did  considerable 
writing  and  speaking  in  the  subjects  carried  on  by  various  similar  institutions.  He 
became  editor  of  judicial  decisions  for  the  National  Municipal  Review.  In  Phila- 
delphia he  was  secretary  of  the  National  Association  of  Civic  Secretaries  and  a mem- 
ber of  the  Governmental  Research  Convention.  He  died  in  Philadelphia,  April, 
27,  1925. 

Ered  R.  Bolster,  ’98  for  many  years  identified  with  the  Metropolitan  Coal  Co. 
at  its  Cambridge  office,  and  widely  known  as  a singer,  died  Sept.  19,  1925,  at  his 
home  in  Newtonville  after  an  illness  lasting  two  weeks. 

H:  ^ ^ ^ 

News  from  Hanover,  N.  H.,  indicates  that  both  Jack  Holleran  and  A1  Fusonie, 
two  Latin  School  grads,  will  help  to  put  Dartmouth  College  on  the  football  map 
this  year.  Jack  is  a varsity  tackle,  having  played  in  many  of  the  important  games 
last  year.  A1  is  trying  out  for  a position  as  end.  We  wish  them  success  on  the  grid- 
iron. 

The  Harvard  College  football  team  also  has  two  Latin  School  Alumni  among 
its  candidates.  Roger  Doherty  is  playing  end  on  the  varsity,  while  Joe  Crosby  is 

attracting  much  notice  as  a half  back  of  considerable  merit. 

* * + 

Irving  Colpak,  ’25,  was  recently  awarded  a scholarship  to  Harvard  College  by 
the  Newsboys’  Society.  He  received  a higher  average  (80%)  in  the  College  Board 
exams  than  any  other  newsboy  in  the  City  of  Boston.  This  scholarship  entitles 
him  to  one  year’s  tuition  at  college.  We  extend  our  heartiest  congratulations. 

4:  ^ 4c 

Latin  School  Alumni  will  be  very  glad  to  learn  that  Eddie  Goode,  famous  Har- 
vard athlete,  was  married  to  Miss  Eleanor  O’Connor  on  September  19,  1925,  in 
Jamaica  Plain. 
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Allston  became  the  scene  of  joyous  marriage  festival  recently  when  Frank  Ryan 
married  Miss  Madeline  Brown.  Frank  has  a very  responsible  position  with  the 
Boston  “Traveler.’’  Herbert  O.  Ryan  '22  and  Earl  S.  Dudley  Jr.,  ’18,  one  of  the  B. 

A.  A.’s  star  runners,  were  among  ushers  at  the  wedding. 

^ 

A son  was  born  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roger  B.  Tyler  of  Newton.  Mr.  Tyler  is  a 
member  of  the  Class  of  ’13. 

In  an  article  in  the  Boston  “Herald,”  Malcolm  Logan,  ’ll,  captain  of  the  B.  L. 
S.  football  team  of  that  year,  quarterback  of  Harvard’s  undefeated  teams,  1913  and 
1914,  says  in  speaking  of  Harvard’s  football  chances  for  the  coming  season; 

Two  striking  changes  in  personnel  can  be  noted.  One  is  that  Maj.  Charles  D. 
Daly,  famous  as  a football  player,  at  Latin  School,  who  did  the  unusual  thing  of  get- 
ting into  college  from  Class  II,  will  assist  in  the  general  scheme  of  play  and  in  train- 
ing of  the  backfield  when  his  faculty  duties  permit.  Mai.  Daly  is  a former  Harvard 
football  captain,  and  subsequently  was  head  coach  at  U.  S.  Military  Academy. 
The  other  is  Leo  H.  Leary,  ’01,  who  returns  for  first  time  since  1916  as  coach  of  the 
ends.  These  two  men,  with  the  cumulative  wisdom  that  comes  with  years  of  ex- 
perience, should  contribute  to  Head  Coach  Fisher  incalculable  assistance  in  building 
up  a representative  Harvard  team. 

John  D.  Sullivan,  ’17,  died  suddenly  at  his  home  in  South  Boston,  May  24,  1925. 
Mr.  Sullivan  served  in  the  U.  S.  Navy  during  the  Great  War,  reaching  the  grade  of 
yeoman,  and  remained  in  the  service  until  about  a year  ago.  He  was  a typical 
Latin  School  boy  both  before  and  after  his  graduation, — one  who  always  sought  to 
learn  his  duty,  and  strove  to  do  it  to  the  best  of  his  ability.  Such  citizens  are  the 
strength  and  support  of  democracy  and  serve  as  models  to  the  present  generation 
of  Latin  School  boys. 
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APPOINTMENT  IN  NOVEMBER. 


M.  S.  LEVINSON 


EDITORIAL 

With  the  beginning  of  a new  year,  the  Register  once  more  changes  its  place  of 
business  and  sanctum  for  devotion  to  the  IMuse;  it  now  stands  near  Room  118. 

Possibly  because  of  this  physical  change,  perhaps  for  other  reasons,  the  Register 
has  decided  upon  a change  of  policy.  In  the  past,  it  has  been  the  custom  to  “get 
by’’  financially  at  the  end  of  the  year  with  as  narrow  a margin  of  safety  as  possible. 
And  this — we  are  sorry  to  say-  -was  attempted  once  too  often.  So  to  preclude  any 
danger  of  the  Register's  going  “on  the  rocks,’’  financially,  the  subscription  price 
has  been  raised  from  seventy-five  cents  to  one  dollar.  Nothing  so  entirely  radical 
in  that!  That  the  magazine  is  worth  more  is  an  acknowledged  fact.  Also,  you  will 
remember  that  sometime  during  the  year  a collection  was  taken  up.  That  has  been 
done  away  with.  Therefore  the  initial  cost  for  everyone  but  the  seniors  is  the  last 
cost.  They,  of  course,  have  their  class  pictures,  class  expenses,  etc.,  to  worry  about. 

Then,  too,  there  are  to  be  larger  Football,  Christmas  and  Alumni  numbers. 
We  shall  endeavor  to  restore  the  Fiction  Number  dropped  last  year.  We  plan  to 
enlarge  the  School  Notes  column  and  to  make  .Alumni  Notes  of  greater  interest  to 
the  school  in  general. 

Finally,  there  is  the  ever-present  question  of  “ads.’’  With  an  advertising  staff 
of  two  men  and  a business  manager  it  can  readily  be  seen  that  energetic  must  be 
the  efforts  of  the  three.  Their  task  is  difficult;  they  need  assistance  and  assistants. 
Therefore,  we  hope  to  add  from  three  to  a dozen  hustlers  to  the  business  staff.  .An 
opportunity,  gentlemen! 
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Patronizing  Contest 

Here  you  are,  fellows.  Here  is  a brand  new  contest  which  affords  every  fellow 
in  the  school,  from  the  little  fellow  in  Class  VI  to  the  lofty  Senior,  a chance  to  win  a 
little  of  that  always- welcome  pocket  money. 

This  is  the  idea:  there  is  no  work  to  be  done,  no  essays  are  to  be  written;  all 
one  has  to  do  is  to  patronize  the  concerns  that  advertise  in  the  Register.  The  fellow 
who  shows  that  he  has  made  the  most  purchases  from  our  advertisers  wins. 

Simple  enough?  Certainly  is.  Come  down  to  the  Sanctum  (near  Room  118), 
we  shall  give  you  a card  upon  which  everyone  should  mark  his  purchase  and  the 
name  of  the  advertiser.  Then  get  the  salesman  to  sign  the  card  so  that  it  can  be 
checked  up. 

The  prizes  are: 

$5  in  gold  to  the  winner. 

$2  for  second  prize. 

Three  prizes  of  $1  apiece  for  the  next  three. 

Now  then,  read  the  rules  carefully,  get  your  card  at  the  Sanctum,  and  when  pur- 
chasing anything  at  all,  look  at  the  Register  and  patronize  its  advertisers.  You  will 
gain  by  it. 


RULES 

1.  This  contest  starts  with  the  first  issue  of  the  Register,  and  ends  May  1st. 

2.  All  students  of  the  Public  Latin  School  are  eligible  with  the  exception  of  the 
members  of  the  Register  Staff. 

3.  The  name  of  any  article  purchased  from  one  of  our  advertisers  must  be 
noted  on  the  card  furnished  by  the  Register,  together  with  the  name  of  the  concern 
and  the  signature  of  the  salesman. 

4.  The  contestant  must  say,  when  purchasing  from  our  advertisers,  that  he  is 
from  the  Boston  Latin  School  and  has  seen  the  advertisement  of  that  concern  in  the 
Register. 

5.  No  one  card  can  contain  more  than  ten  names  (of  purchases,  etc.)  and  all 
cards  must  be  handed  in  on  or  before  the  fifteenth  of  each  month. 

If  any  further  information  is  desired,  it  may  be  secured  at  the  Sanctum  from 
the  Business  Manager  or  any  of  his  assistants. 

Now  go  to  the  Sanctum,  get  your  cards  and  enter  the  contest!  Let’s  go! 

DO  YOU  RIDE? 

When  we  hear  of  a man  who  has  a “hobby”,  we  are  prepared  to  meet  a round 
shouldered,  near-sighted,  timid  creature  who  does  his  level  best  to  hide  a thin 
pasty  face  behind  a huge  pair  of  tortoise  shell  glasses,  a fine  specimen  of  the  “Queed” 
variety  of  manhood.  In  this,  we  are  mistaken.  For  who  can  imagine  a more 
virile  type  of  manhood  than  the  late  “Teddy”  Roosevelt?  Yet  Roosevelt  had 
hobbies,  dozens  of  them.  So  have  all  men  in  public  life.  They  find  it  a necessity. 
Most  of  us  are  unwilling  to  admit  that  we  possess  any  such  animal  as  a “hobby”. 
“What  is  a hobby,  anyway?”  we  ask,  building  our  wall  of  pretension  still  higher.  Call 
it  what  you  will,  if  each  of  us  searches  in  the  heap  of  his  daily  activities,  he  should 
find  there  something  which  affords  him  pleasure  out  of  the  ordinary,  something 
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aside  from  what  is  required  of  him  as  a cog  in  the  machine  of  civilization,  something 
to  inspire  rest  and  interest  to  a mind  cluttered  up  with  weightier  matters.  There 
are  one  thousand  and  one  “divers  and  sundry”  kinds  of  hobbies,  from  collecting 
stamps  to  writing  novels,  from  photography  to  botany,  from  botany  to  music,  from 
landscape-drawing  to  golf.  All  these  hobbies  are  invaluable  as  such.  As  such — 
that  is  the  grain  of  salt  to  be  taken  with  the  subject.  As  youths,  we  are  kept  too 
busy  by  our  many  activities  to  think  much  of  these  things,  but  as  we  grow  older  and 
stiffer,  those  activities  will  be  few  and  far  between,  and  we  shall  then  appreciate 
the  true  value  of  “hobbies”  as  a shelter  against  the  storms  of  old  age. 


Exchanges  have  not  been  entirely  forgotten.  They  will  appear 

in  full  next  month. 
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Impressions  of  The  Latin  School 

Having  been  a student  in  the  famous,  the  renowned  Latin  School  for  one  school 
term,  I deem  it  fitting  that  I should  set  down  in  writing  my  honest  opinions,  im- 
pressions or  any  other  — ions  and  — sions  of  said  institution.  Some  may  think  that 
one  term,  with  its  numerous  holidays  subtracted  is  insufficient  for  an  inconspicuous 
member  of  the  Third  Class  to  express,  through  the  medium  of  the  press — the  Regis- 
ter— his  opinions  and  impressions  of  such  an  ancient  bulwark  of  American  secondary 
education  as  the  Boston  Latin  School.  However,  let  them  and  all  others  read  this 
article  and  do  one  of  four  things:  weep,  laugh,  smile  or  sit  up  and  take  notice.  A 
word  to  the  sagacious  is  sufficient! 

B.  L.  S.  is  a big  place;  so  big  that  a boy  under  five  feet  is  lost  in  the  magnitude 
of  the  building.  He  shrinks;  he  is  reduced  to  an  atomic  stature;  he  is  weighed  by 
the  gram  in  the  scales  of  Senior  (Class  I)  or  Junior  (Class  II)  importance.  Con- 
sciously, sub-consciously,  or  unconsciously,  he  becomes  a Lilliputian — mentally  or 
otherwise.  Yet  his  severest  weighers  and  critics  are  Seniors  who  regularly  record 
23  in  Physics,  10  in  French,  14  in  Latin  and  other  marks  which  vouch  for  their  ex- 
cellence in  the  classical  and  modern  studies.  These  individuals  like  to  “reminisce” 
of  the  days  when  they  were  in  the  Fourth  or  Fifth  Class  and  received 95 in  Latin, 
98  in  English,  92  in  French  and  other  fabulous  figures. 

In  Latin  School,  we  have  a saying,  “Let  us  try  to  remember  our  traditions.” 
What  are  Latin  School’s  traditions}  Her  ideals.  But,  don’t  traditions  seem  to 
refer  too  much  to  the  Past?  Yes  and  no;  it  depends  on  the  place.  In  China,  tra- 
ditions make  the  future  doubtful;  they  become  guides  to  superstition  and  a stagnant 
state  of  civilization.  In  Latin  School,  traditions  serve  to  light,  as  it  were,  our  way 
to  still  higher  development  and  still  higher  greatness  in  the  future  than  in  the  past. 
This  is  also  true  of  .^.merica  as  a nation;  she  places  merit  on  past  achievements,  res- 
pects the  present,  and  hopes  for  a still  greater  and  better  future. 

We  have  a prescribed  curriculum  here  at  Latin  School.  There  is  a reason. 
I leave  you  to  rack  your  brains  finding  out  or  trying  to  find  out  that  reason. 

One  is  soon  initiated  into  the  few  rules  which  are  necessary  in  order  to  succeed 
here.  He  soon  becomes  adapted  to  the  regular  routine  of  work. 

A friend  recently  asked  me  what  I owed  to  my  first  year  at  Latin  School. 

My  immediate  reply  was,  “A  fair  report-card  and  two  prizes.” 

“Is  that  all?”  he  asked. 

“Well,  I might  include  an  elementary  knowledge  of  Latin,  French  and  algebra. 
And  then  I owe  my  first  year  of  college  prep,  training;  but  that’s  about  all.”  How 
different  would  be  my  answer  today!  An  hour  or  two  would  probably  be  spent  in 
telling  about  my  fair  (?)  report-card;  another  in  describing  the  prizes  and  so  on  and 
so  forth. 

Our  success  in  Athletics  is  well-known. 

The  writer  feels  that  he  and  all  his  colleagues,  contemporaries,  fellow-class- 
mates  and  associates,  will  agree  with  the  poet,  when  the  time  comes  for  their  gradua- 
tion. 

“Joy  have  I had,  and  going  hence 
I bear  away  my  recompense.” 

As  Robert  Charles  Winthrop  closed  his  eloquent  speech: — “The  continued  pros- 
perity of  the  Latin  School, — in  saecula  saeculorum.” 
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THE  SCHEDULE 
J.  A.  K.  Herbert,  Sporting  Editor 

Oct.  3 — Groton 

Oct.  12 — Norwood 

Oct.  21 — Boston  College  High 

Oct.  28 — Commerce 

Nov.  5 — Trade 

Nov.  11 — Dorchester 

Nov.  17 — Mechanic  Arts 

Nov.  20 — English 

The  first  football  meeting  of  the  year  was  called  to  order  on  Sept.  17  by  Coach 
Fitzgerald.  About  one-hundred  and  twenty-five  enthusiastic  candidates  crowded 
into  Room  206.  However,  in  all  this  gathering  there  was  only  one  veteran,  Capt. 
Jim  Colbert,  who  has  worked  hard  all  summer  and  seems  to  be  ready  for  a fine  year. 
Mr.  Fitzgerald  then  gave  a short  talk,  stressing  the  need  of  seriousness  during  the 
season,  especially  since  we  have  only  one  veteran  as  compared  to  English  High’s 
nine.  On  account  of  an  unavoidable  delay  in  procuring  equipment,  the  squad  as- 
sembled again  in  Room  206  on  the  eighteenth  for  a questioning  on  rules  by  Coach 
Fitzgerald. 

The  first  practice  session  was  held  on  the  twenty-third  at  the  field  on  Aspinwall 
Road,  Brookline.  About  fifty  candidates  were  then  initiated  to  the  mysteries  of 
the  grass  drill.  The  squad  has  advanced  rapidly  in  its  first  week  of  practice.  It 
seems  that  we  shall  have  a team  which  averages  about  165  i)ounds  with  a heavy, 
fast  backfield.  Although  it  is  still  too  early  to  make  predictions,  it  is  apparent  that 
Beverage,  one  of  last  year’s  track  men,  and  Gastar  will  bear  the  brunt  of  the  back- 
field  work,  and  that  Wells,  Capt.  Colbert,  Patrick  and  Riordon  will  be  often  seen  on 
the  line  in  this  year’s  games.  The  last  mentioned  is  a promising  Class  IV  man  who 
weighs  200  pounds  and  is  a brother  of  “Dinnie”  Riordon,  star  guard  on  the  cham- 
pionship team  of  1922. 


j 
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Now  that  the  squad  is  doing  its  work,  the  remainder  depends  solely  on  the  rest 
of  the  school.  Every  room  should  subscribe  100%  to  the  purchase  of  the  Athletic 
Association  buttons.  Everyone  who  can,  should  attend  all  the  games  so  that  we  can 
have  a cheering  section  unequaled  in  Boston,  or  anywhere  else.  With  such  support 
we  can  have  a team  which  will  live  up  to  the  standards  of  other  years,  and,  if  human- 
ly possible,  drag  English  in  the  mud  of  Braves  Eield  on  Thanksgiving  day. 

* * * * 


TENNIS  NEWS 
by  Manager  Woodbury 


At  the  beginning  of  the  tennis  season  last  spring,  our  team’s  prospects  for  a 
successful  season  seemed  to  be  very  good,  and  so  it  turned  out.  However,  we  lost 
our  first  match  to  Milton  Academy,  5-0.  Lack  of  practice  was  the  main  cause  of 
the  team’s  defeat,  since  we  have  no  home  courts. 

The  scores  of  the  season’s  matches  were: — - 


0pp. 


Milton  Academy  5 

Lynn  Classical  2 

St.  John’s  2 

Huntington  4 

Groton  1 

Commerce  0 

Mechanic  Arts  0 

Dorchester  7 

Trade  0 

English  5 


Latin  School 
0 
3 
3 
1 
3 

15 

15 

6 

15  {by  default) 
9 


This  year  we  are  selecting  as  many  strong  teams  as  possible  to  play  so  that  we 
may  get  the  right  kind  of  practice  for  the  city  league  matches.  This  spring,  matches 
will  be  arranged  with: 


Newton 

Milton  Academy 
Groton 
Rivers  School 
Harvard  Freshmen 


Tufts  Freshmen 
Boston  University  Freshmen 
Northeastern  Freshmen 
Brookline 

All  of  the  citv  schools. 
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The  doctor  applied  his  stethoscope  to 
the  young  clerk’s  heart. 

“Does  angina  pectoris  trouble  you  at 
all?”  he  asked. 

“No,”  said  the  clerk,  “but  Dolly 
Green  does,  a lot.” 

Si:  * * 

First  Movie  Actor:  “Hear  you’re 

married  again,  Sophie — whom  did  you 
marry  this  time?” 

Second  Movie  Actress:  “Er-er-I  be- 
lieve I’ve  got  his  card  in  my  bag  some- 
where.” 

* * * 

Judge:  “Have  you  good  grounds 

against  this  man  for  your  breach  of 
promise  suit?” 

Liza:  “Deed  ah  has!  Ah  promised 
mahself  to  marry  dat  man,  an’  he  ain’t 

nevah  asked  me  to.” 

* * * 

“This  is  the  gown,  madame.  I guar- 
antee a fit.” 

“What  is  the  price?” 

“Two  hundred  dollars.” 

“I  also  guarantee  a fit  when  my  hus- 
band hears  that.” 

* ii<  * 

TO  SAY  NOTHING  OF  THE  BONES 

Customer:  “It’s  tough  to  pay  fifty 
cents  a pound  for  meat.” 


Butcher:  “Yes,  but  it’s  tougher  when 
you  pay  twenty-five.” 

* * * 

Mistress:  “Miss  Elsie  is  coming  out 
ne.xt  week,  Ellen.” 

Ellen  the  Cook:  “Indeed,  ma’am? 
So  is  my  old  man!” 

* 

An  Irishman  was  telling  of  his  war 
wound.  He  said,  “An’  the  bullet  went 
in  me  chist  here,  and  come  out  me  back!” 

“But,”  said  his  friend,  “it  would  have 
gone  through  your  heart  and  killed  you,” 
“Faith,  an’  me  heart  was  in  me  mouth 
at  the  time!” 

* * * 

Small  Boy:  “Dad,  how  do  they  catch 
lunatics?” 

Father:  “With  face  powder,  beautiful 

dresses,  and  pretty  smiles,  my  son.” 

* * * 

Dora:  “She  says  her  face  is  her 
fortune.” 

Doris:  “Yes,  one  of  those  fortunes 

that  are  made  overnight.” 

* ^ * 

Instructor:  “You  dive  extraordinarily 
well.  I suppose  you  practice  a great 
deal?” 

Thin  Youth:  “Well,  I have  to  get 
my  lunch  every  day  at  a counter  in  the 
Latin  School,” 
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Teacher:  “Oswald,  what  is  the  ‘Spell 
of  the  Yukon’?” 

Oswald:  “Y-u-k-o-n.” 

* * * 

“Did  you  hear  that  Jones  was  asked 
to  leave  college  for  cribbing?” 

“No.  Was  he?” 

“Yes.  He  was  taking  a Chinese 
exam  and  when  he  started  to  blow  his 
nose  a laundry  ticket  fell  out  of  his 
handkerchief.” 

* * * 

Governor  A1  Smith,  of  New  York, 
one  day  appeared  before  the  assembled 
convicts  at  Sing  Sing  to  make  a speech. 
Forgetting  his  audience,  he  began  in  the 
usual  manner:  “Fellow  citizens — ” A 
murmur  of  laughter  sounded  through 
the  room.  The  Governor  became  fussed. 
“Fellow  convicts,”  he  changed.  Louder 
laughter.  “Oh,  you  know  what  I 
mean,”  he  stammered,  “I  mean  I’m 
glad  to  see  so  many  of  you  here.” 

They  led  him  out  into  the  air. 

* * * 

“Well,  I guess  I’m  ‘It’.” 

“Why  so?” 

“I  parked  my  car  wrong  and  a cop 
tagged  me.” 

* * * 

“You  can’t  make  a monkey  out  of 
me!”  said  the  savoir. 

“No,”  replied  the  juice  prof,  “but  I 
can  put  you  on  a tree  and  no  one  will 

be  able  to  tell  the  difference.” 

* * * 

He:  “How  I long  to  go  away  and 
hide,  completely  cut  off  from  the  rest 
of  the  world!” 

She:  “J’ever  try  a telephone  booth?” 

* * * 

Boy:  “I  wish  I could  revise  the 
alphabet.” 

Girl:  “Why,  what  would  you  do?” 

Boy:  “I’d  put  U and  I closer  to- 
gether.” 

* * 

“What  are  you  doing?” 


“Don’t  bother  me.  I am  adding  up 
some  figures,  and  every  time  I look  at 
you  I put  down  zero.” 

* * * 

“You  don’t  need  to  open  your  mouth 
so  wide,”  said  the  dentist,  “I’m  going  to 
stand  right  here  on  the  floor.” 

* * * 

“What!  Studying  again?  You  must 
be  polishing  up  for  something.” 

“Yes,  I want  to  shine  in  class  to- 
morrow.” 

* * * 

“Well,  I declare!”  said  John  Han- 
cock as  he  offered  his  signature. 

* * * 

Real  Estate  Agent:  “I  don’t  see 
why  you  hesitate.  This  tobacco  planta- 
tion is  a bargain  at  any  price. 

Budding  Financier:  “I  was  just  de- 
ciding whether  I would  grow  cigars  or 
cigarettes.” 

* * 

“Are  they  very  strict  at  Cornell!” 

“Are  they?  Well,  when  a man  dies 
during  a lecture,  they  prop  him  up  in 
his  seat  until  the  end  of  the  hour.” 

* * * 

“I  know  a good  joke,  have  I told  it 
to  you  before?” 

“No,  you  certainly  have  not!” 

* * * 

Student:  “I  should  have  more  credit 
on  this  paper.  I wrote  six  pages.” 

Prof.:  “We  don’t  weigh  the  papers.” 

* 

The  height  of  slow  motion  would  be 
two  Scotchmen  racing  for  the  dinner 
check. 

jj:  ii:  ift  ^ - * 

Doctor:  “You  have  acute  tdnsilitis.” 

She:  “Yes,  so  many  people  have  ad- 
mired it.” 

♦ * ♦ 

Our  idea  of  a hard  job  would  be  to 
sell  buggy  whips  in  Detroit. 
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TRY  IT  WITH  YOUR  COLLAR 

An  optimist  had  his  right  arm  am- 
putated as  a result  of  an  accident. 

“Well,  anyway,’’  he  said,  “I’ll  be  able 
to  take  off  my  shirt  now  without  un- 
buttoning the  cuff.’’ 

* * ♦ 

Chi  0:  “The  ancient  Greeks  often 
committed  suicide.” 

G.  G.:  “Them  was  the  days.  You 
can  only  do  it  once  now.” 

* * * 

’25:  “I  see  they  are  giving  the  tennis 
team  gold  rackets  this  year.” 

’26:  “What  are  they  giving  the 
swimming  team  . . . goldfish?” 

* * * 

“What  I want  to  know  is,  am  I a 
half-back  or  am  I a c^uarter-back.” 

“No,  you  are  not.” 

* * * 

Passenger  (testily):  “Is  this  a fast 
train?” 

Conductor  (proudly):  “It  sure  is!” 

Passenger:  “Well,  what  is  it  fast  to?” 
* * * 

Slow:  “I  used  to  think — ” 

Fast:  “What  made  you  stop?” 

* * * 

“What’s  the  difference  between  a 
formal  dinner  and  an  informal  one?” 

“Oh,  about  ten  dollars.” 

— Dennison  Flamingo 
* * * 

Flora:  “How’s  your  father?” 

Belle:  “He  has  paralysis.” 

Flora:  “I  know,  but  how  is  he.” 

Belle:  “Oh,  he’s  not  kicking.” 

* * * 

“Have  you  got  a brother-in-law?” 

“No,  my  brother’s  a doctor.” 

* * * 

“I  see  the  university  standards  have 
been  lowered.” 

“Why  that  conclusion?” 

“Can’t  you  see  the  flag’s  half-mast?” 


GONE  ARE  THE  DAYS 

Olden  plea:  “You’ll  have  to  ask 
papa’s  consent  first,  Mr.  Perkins.” 

Nowadays:  “Step  on  the  gas,  George! 
The  old  gent  is  gaining!” 

* * * 

The  professor  had  asked  time  and 
again  for  the  students  to  put  more 
personal  touch  into  their  themes,  so 
one  of  the  papers  which  he  received 
ended  thus: 

“Well,  professor,  how  are  the  wife 
and  kiddies?  and,  by  the  way,  before 
I forget  it,  could  you  lend  me  five 
dollars?” 

* 

A colored  mammy  came  into  the  office 
of  the  estate  for  which  she  worked  to 
receive  her  wages.  As  she  could  not 
write  she  always  receipted  with  the  cus- 
tomary cross. 

On  the  following  occasion  she  made  a 
circle  instead  of  a cross  and  the  man  in 
charge  noticing  it  remarked  to  her  about 
it. 

“Well,”  the  old  negress  explained, 
“ah  done  got  married  yesterday  an’ 

changed  my  name.” 

* * * 

Visitor:  “What  is  that  historic  look- 
ing dwelling?” 

Native  of  Trenton:  “That’s  the  house 
at  which  Washington  would  have 
stopped  if  he  had  come  down  this 
street.” 

* * * 

She:  “Tommy  fainted  the  other 

night  and  we  thought  he  was  going  to 
die.” 

He:  “Well,  did  he  kick  the  bucket?” 

She:  “No,  he  turned  a little  pale.” 

* * * 

Judge:  “You  say  the  defendant  turned 
and  whistled  to  the  dog.  What  fol- 
lowed?” 

Intelligent  Witness:  “The  dog.” 


22 


Latin  School  Register 


“Does  Joe  really  dress  as  slovenly  as 
they  say  he  does?” 

“Does  he?  Why  the  other  day  he 
dropped  a quarter  in  a beggar’s  cup  and 

the  beggar  threw  him  back  four  bits.” 

* * * 

“Poor  old  John  is  dead.” 

“That  sure  is  too  bad.  What  did  he 
die  of?” 

“Cracked  ice.” 

“Cracked  ice?” 

“Yes,  it  was  on  a pond.” 

* * * 

“I  had  a date  last  night.” 

“Mary?” 

“No,  Dromedary.” 

:(:  * * 

There’s  a man  so  stingy  that  when  he 
came  to  die  he  refused  to  give  up  the 
ghost. 

* * * 

Prof.  Brown;  “What  can  you  tell 
me  about  nitrates?” 

Prep.:  “They  are  cheaper  than  day 
rates.” 

* * ♦ 

The  Lowbrow 

She  (literary):  “I  suppose  you  have 
read  Bacon?” 

He  (in  the  grocery  line):  “Red  and 
white.” 

* * * 

Diplomacy 

Delia:  “Ye  can  get  a hat  just  like 
your  missis’  velvet  wan  for  sivin  dollars 
at  Brown’s  Bargain  Store.” 

Norah:  “Yes,  an’  I can  get  wan  for 
nothin’  by  tellin  me  missis  about  the 
wan  in  Brown’s  Bargain  Store.” 

* * * 

A Lesson  Tn  Language 

“I  wish  I dared  to  ask  you  a question.” 

“Why  don’t  you?” 

“I  see  negative  in  vour  eyes.” 

“In  both  of  them?”' 

“Yes.” 

“Don’t  you  know  that  two  negatives 

make  a . Why,  Jack  Huggins, 

how  dare  you!” 


Snoozing  under  this  stone 
Lies  Dennis  McCarty; 

They  “rocked”  him  to  sleep 

At  a bricklayer’s  party. 

* * * 

SAFETY  FIRST 

The  dear  old  lady  entered  the  drug 
store  and  looked  doubtfully  at  the  youth- 
ful clerk  behind  the  counter. 

“I  suppose,”  she  said,  “you  are  a 
properly  qualified  druggist?” 

“Yes,  madam.” 

“You  have  passed  all  your  examina- 
tions?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You’ve  never  poisoned  anyone  by 
mistake?” 

“Not  to  my  knowledge.” 

She  heaved  a sigh  of  relief. 

“Very  well,  then,  you  may  give  me  a 

nickel’s  worth  of  cough  drops.” 

* * * 

“I’m  the  cat’s!”  said  the  mouse  when 

he  saw  he  was  cornered. 

* * * 

People  of  the  United  States  would 
own  87  per  cent  of  the  world’s  autos  if 

they  were  paid  for. 

♦ * * 

Dum:  “What  makes  you  so  rude?” 
Dummer:  “It’s  inherited.  Mother 

was  a telephone  operator.” 

* * * 

Senior:  “What  is  cold  boiled  ham?” 
Fresh:  “Oh,  that’s  ham  boiled  in  cold 
water  isn’t  it?” 

* * * 

Our  idea  of  a dirty  trick  is  that 
played  on  us  by  one  of  our  fraternity 
brothers  who  “stagged”  it  to  the  open 
house.  D’ye  know,  he  persisted  in 
hanging  around  and  every  time  I went 
by  with  my  girl  whispering  in  a hoarse 
undertone: 

“Fur  gosh  sake,  Ed  be  careful  of 
that  tux.  Don’t  sit  down  in  it.  I 
can’t  do  it  myself.” 


A shoe,  molded  in  one  piece,  the  most 
surprising  development  in  the  history 
of  footwear,  is  now  on  the  market  de- 
fying boys  and  girls  to  wear  it  out  or 
even  get  it  out  of  shape  in  anywhere  near 
the  time  that  they  make  the  ordinari- 
shoe  a castaway. 

This  shoe,  the  brain  child  of  Charles 
M.  Riddock,  who  smiles  as  shoemen 
marvel  at  his  product  fresh  from  the 
mold  or  still  in  shape  after  months  of 
wear,  is  called  Rids-Kids,  the  wonder 
shoe. 

There  is  not  a stitch  and  no  welting  in 
this  unique  and  sturdy  footwear,  nor 
is  there  any  leather.  No  nails  enter 
into  its  construction  to  break  through 
later,  nor  is  there  any  lining  to  crack  or 
wrinkle  or  heel  stay  to  work  loose,  rub 
on  heel  and  cause  blisters.  In  brief, 
this  shoe  is  all  one  piece,  even  the  tongue 
being  formed  and  properly  attached  as 
the  product  comes  from  the  mold  as 
complete  and  true  to  measurement  as 
the  costly  vase.  The  only  thing  that 
does  not  come  out  of  the  mold  is  the 
shoe  lace. 


The  material  of  the  shoe  is  a composi- 
tion invented  by  Mr.  Riddock,  and  hard 
tests  over  a period  of  six  months  or 
more  have  shown  that  its  wearing  quali- 
ties are  superior  to  those  of  leather. 

The  mold  is  made  according  to  the 
last  desired  and  the  material  so  adapts 
itself  to  the  mold  that  the  finished  shoe 
comes  out  exact  in  size.  The  effect  of 
the  stitching,  perforations  and  other 
style  adornment  appearing  on  the  usual 
shoe  is  so  accurately  reproduced  by  the 
mold  that  even  experienced  shoemen 
have  discovered  the  actual  reproduction 
only  after  studied  examination. 

Rids-Kids  are  claimed  by  the 
makers,  the  Riddock  Process  Corp.,  of 
25  Huntington  Ave.,  Boston,  to  be  ab- 
solutely waterproof.  They  also  take  a 
shine  equal  to  that  taken  by  leather,  and 
liquid  polish  and  paste  do  not  injure 
them. 

The  simplicity  in  manufacture  makes 
it  possible  to  turn  Rids-Kids  out  to 
retail  at  $1.50  to  $2.50  per  pair. 

{The  Shoe  Buyer,  August  1925.) 


These  shoes  are  ideal  for  school  boys  and 
younger  children  and  may  be  purchased  at  re- 
tail by  calling  at  the  offices  of  the 


Riddock  Process  Corporation 

25  Huntington  Avenue  Boston 
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